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Fun Weel k. Saturday.—Saw a lot of football to-day, most of it good, but such 
By P ek by = a splendid ra | though cold) that I went for a country walk and 
oe Saas Se See er. ot back much braced up and in cheerful spirits. Went to the 
Wednesday.—Went, by invitation, to view the new block just uildhall in the evening and helped the y Mayoress give the 
| added to the Marylebone Workhouse. Went in some trepidation. 24th (Post Office) Middlesex Volunteers their prizes. Heard, in 
vai Never been in the “‘ Pore ’Ouse”’ yet, but shall probably come to it course of the day, that the Delagoa Bay Arbitration Award was to 
: some day, and, on the whole, was rather glad to have ‘just a look be declared, but it didn’t come off. That award is very like 
| round ”’ first. People very attentive, but hardly expect that sort of Vanderdecken with his ship—the Flying Dutchman—always sailing 
: treatment as an inmate. full-rigged and in great hurry, but never getting anywhere. 
| READY. 
ee When life’s defeats have grown too hot — m hogy ore i 
And chronic “ facers ”’ irk us, The look-out, sez ’e, as "he histe-es ’is slacks, 
ee : : 9 ‘There's a sail on the weather-bow, mister ; 
‘ There is a refuge (is there not ?) ; ~. , , i 
a Within the local work ’us. “ Wich,” sez 'e, “if she ain’t water-logged in er tracks, 
= When ‘“ Marra-bun’s”’ new block I saw Is jest Vanderdecken & oN sister. 
J Ted ot bb adie ge 
4 j i ’ ; 
‘ They'll have it nicely ready faw She's } The A ‘tt =. cout tai, 
' The time when I require it. Aa jogens pe sirt” nha 
) Went to the New College, Hampstead, where there was a debate on yes S ¥ } 

l “The Theatre,” by students of various-attached and affiliated Monday.—Wretched day, but ran over to Paris, just to tell the 
f colleges. Mr. William Archer was in the chair. They spoke some Baron de Christiani that, though he didn’t deserve it, 1’d persuasee 
“ scllum trooths,” as old Artemus used to say, and got “ the hang the President to let him off the rest of his sentence, and he m 

} a of the thing”’ pretty well. Attended an Agra Bank meeting, where go free. He seemed surprised, but not particularly grateful. P 
d that time-honoured organisation was dissolved for ever, alas ! along 3 ~_ 7 - agro — ie rage Page po — or 
‘ Thursday.—Attended the Princess Stephanie for her marriage at peel Yo Pre Sees sm dined with ‘tha French 
Miramar. A quaintly simple ‘ceremony—may she be appy! Ambessatio® ait the Authaee’ Clk. 
Attended another wedding—likewise quaint if not so simple—in the 
a Tower. Miss Gough, the “ Lieutenant’s ’ daughter, made a success- Tuesday.—Ran down to Nottingham and started the National 
ful attempt to become Mrs. Macphail. May they be ’’appy! Took Liberal Federation, and then rushed away before I could hear any- 
Her Most Gracious down to Woolwich and the Herbert Hospital to thing calculated to hurt my feelings. Had an hour or two at 
aac: see the wounded soldiers. Later on attended the annual meeting Lincoln. Saw the Handicap done, but did nothing myself. Found 
of the Early Closing Association and helped to present Lord it rather dull, so came back and read the first volume of Mr. 
Avebury with a pair of silver vases and a casket. : Andrew Lang's new book—the “‘ History of Scotland.” Often been 
Friday.—Passed the morning in some artists’ studios looking at to Scotland, and very pleased to go again. 
thei: Academy and New Gallery oo A ne pores PERSONALLY CONDUCTED. 
or startling. Went and had a look at the crews for a lew minutes, Pe ~ 
: but was on by the keen east wind and was glad to get away and Oh, Caledonia, stern and wild ! 
) : ; ; : O’er lake and mountain track 
; see the Markis down to Windsor in the afternoon for the evening. I've -wendesed ean Ean 4 
Stayed in after that and read the newspapers. And, later on, with Black® ; 
HASH. I’ve tasted all the local joys | 
The war continues on its way ; That Ploughman Burns once sang,t 
Now doggedly and steadily, And now I'm off to Scotland. boys, 
Now, with a sone se SOT With Mr. Andrew Lang. 
Affecting people heavily. 
I don’t mala atallofthat— — Taz Srorrzr. 
Hurrah | for Colt and Krupp again !— 
oar. But, dash it ! I do grumble at; * Both of them—Black, the novelist, and Black, the tourist guide ! 





These battles all warmed up again. | + Including the renowned and emollient John Jamieson. 
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spent cartridge cases, buttons, and odds and ends of the battlefield. 


white flags and explosive bullets, but this humble pie won’t go down.” 
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mn"! Wid many horrid, bloody crimes, 


Yj 
\N 


Ostriches just now in South Africa are appeasing their voracious appetites with meals of 


Ostrichus Krugerus.—‘‘ They say we can swallow anything. We could manage the 


Ns But now, dear Quane, wid gintle touch, 


ned 


Ireland’s Patriots and 
Irish Soldiers. 


O, THE “ patriot ’’ mouths are open, 

And the flow of talk’s unbroken— 

At Britain’s mighty Empire 

Wordy blows are nightly dealt— 

While poor Irish mothers pray 

For their boys who marched away 

To fight for Britain’s Empire on the 
veldt. 


O, the “ patriot” jaws are wagging, 

Just hear the threats and bragging— 

On Britain’s rule of tyranny 

Every orator has dwelt— 

While to carry Britain’s rule 

To the lands beyond the Vaal 

Erin’s sons face the bullets on the 
veldt 


O, the “ patriots,” they are sighing 
O’er our foeman’s dead and dying, 
But the roll of Britain’s fallen 

Makes them savagely exult, 

While many a colleen weeps 

For the soldier lad who sleeps 

In a bed of crimson glory on the veldt, 


O, the “ patriots ” they are spouting, 
And our Empire’s flag are flouting 
But no longer shall this separate 
The Saxon from the Celt. 
Celt and Saxon now are one, 
With distrust and envy gone, 
For their blood mingles freely on the 
veldt. 
JOSEPH BANISTER 








Ireland to the Queen. 
By Parricx O’Grapy. 


SHURE, many years have passed away 
Since Oireland saw yer smile, 

But now, at least, its gracious ray 
Has lighted all our Isle ; 

The turf looks greener now yer here, 
The birruds sing more swate, 

An’ Oireland, shure, mequanely dear, 
Lays her love at yer fate ; 


Och! we have had some troublous times, 
The counthry has been torn 


Of angry passions born; 


Yer’ve laid a fairy hand 
Upon the hearts that love yer much, 
An’ smoothed a ruffled land! 


No more the Shamrock shall cause strife, 
In both our breasts it grows; 

’T will twine together life an’ life, 
’T will conquer all our foes! 

So, welkim to Oireland, swate Quane 
(A Quane—yis, iv’ry inch !)— 

No length av years, sorrer, or pain, 
From duty makes yer flinch ! 














Bloemfontein. 
[Bloemfontein means “‘ Flowery Springs.” —Daily Paper.] 
“THE MIKADO” UP TO DATE. 
(With apologies to Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan.) 
Caste :— 
Nankipoo..... . Mr. Thomas Atkins. 
Koko ..ce+e++e0 Mr. Steyn. 
Nankipoo :— 
The flowers that bloom by the spring, 
Tra la ! 
Are bright in the merry sunshine. 
So we cheerily march and we sing 
Tra la! 





















Koko: 


A promise of beer, perhaps wine. 

And that’s what we mean when we joyfully sing 

“ Right welcome the flowers that bloom by the spring,” 
Tra la la! etc. 


The flowers that bloom by the spring, 
Tra la ! 
Don’t help my unfortunate case, 
In a hurry I had to take wing 
Tra la! 
And leave—what’s the bitterest sting, 
Tra la! 
A rooinek to sit in my place, 





And that’s what I mean when I say or I sing, 


her that vy the pring +9 
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Campbell-Bannerman’s Deed of Daring. 


[Commenting on the ailment which prevented O©,-B. from 
the annual meeting of the National Liberal Federation, 
one of his leading friends in the House of Commons said; “ It is 
the most daring illness I have ever heard of.”—T.P., in the Daily 
ail. 
aide ConDEMNED to sway the Liberal ranks 
Who'd for “ expansion”’ give good thanks, 
As well as Little England cranks 
You well may short of glee be ; 
For, though you're strenwus dux indeed, 
Your restive tribes, as you'll concede, 
Are bad to drive, and worse to lead, 
And hard to hold, dear C.-B. ! 


Yes, if the worship you would boast 
Of all your many-whimsied host, 
Then at your thankless post a most 
Assiduous slave must ye be. 
For meats and drinks, and forty winks, 
You must have time; but think no thinks 
Of recreations, sports, or jinks— 
Or woe is thee, dear C.-B.! 


And as for giving way to those 

Coughs, shiverings, snufflings of the nose, 

Catarrhal tweaks, and flu-some throes, 
To which so subject we be— 

You really with regard to such, 

Must firmly put the closure-touch 

On Providence: or you will much 
Curtail your power, dear C.-B. ! 


When worthies of the N.L.F. 

Desired to hear (with bated bref) 

Your guiding tones, how could you deaf 
To their impressive plea be? 

How dared you be in blankets rolled— 

With ‘* Dagonet’s ” onion-broth consoled ? 

How dared—how DARED—you have a cold, 
You cheeky, cheeky C.-B. ? 


Being boss of such a wobbling show, 
You ‘ ain’t no bloomin’ class,” you know, 
Unless from every human throe, 

And pain, and ache you free be ! 
And, should the Liberals chance to win 
The “ general,”’ they (who've found you kin 
To flesh and blood) won’t put you in 

Their Cabinet, dear C.-B. ! 

















Volunteer.—‘ Well, Major, I am surprised at your lack of spirit 
in not going to the front.”’ 

Major.—‘‘ Sure, an’ it was precisely because Oi had too much 
spirit that they refused me.” 
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April's March. 


THE month of dist and blast has sped— 
The many-weather’d month is o’er ; 
And, till a tardy year has fled, 
We’ll come across our March no more, 
But that’s a sentiment unshared 
By Britons who have done and dared 
Great deeds on Afric’s hills and plains— 
Though March has gone, their march remains ! 


The poet murmured, ‘‘ Oh to be 
In England now that April’s here!”’ 
And what brave warrior’s heart is free 
From home-sick yearnings on the drear 
Dull veldt? Yet every Atkins there 
If offered homeward leave and fare 
Would flout the chance, and (to the last) 
Keep up his march—though March be past. 


The April month with May may blend, 
And May be merged in June, but till 
Our warriors win their labour’s end, 
And news of utmost victory thrill 
Our hearts, those braves will still refuse 
To make to Marcu their glad adieux ! 
Till Paul’s Pretoria’s reached and won, 
They'll keep their march—though March be done! 


Erin Go Bragh ! 
THE QUEEN’S VISIT. 


Let harps play strains of Tara’s Halls 
To greet our noble Queen, 

Emerald rare, of priceless worth, 
Sweet Isle of brightest green ! 


With tender, wise, and gracious thought, 
In time of warfare’s frown, 

She seeks the land of Erin’s sons, 
Now fighting for the Crown, 


The splendid valour of thy troops ; 
The strategy so grand, 

Of great Lord Roberts, general, 
Renown’d throughout the land. 


To hold in glad remembrance sure 
By order of the Queen, 

For ever on St. Patrick’s Day 
All wear the “Shamrock ’”’ green. 


We alter nomenclature thus 
To honour soldiers famed ; 
“ United Kingdom ” now must be 
‘* United Empire" named. 
J. H. Oaxuey. 
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———— _ = = —— a 
: Husband.—‘ The winter has seemed longer as there have been 
Precise. so few breaks in it.” 
istress.—‘* Have you dusted the furniture, Bridget? ”’ Wife (thinking of the domestic).—*Just you look in the china 
Brid ‘No. mr ~ Oy, potent tine deed off it.” closet and view the breaks in there!” 
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What's in a Name; or, The Comedy of 


(Clerical) Errors. 
A FARCE IN ONE SCENE—AND ONE OR TWO UNSEENS. 
Scenz: The Red Tape Office. 


Dramatis Persone :— 


Lord Holdun.......... A Secretary of State. 
Methuselah Muddel.... His Right-Hand Man, 


’ Algy de Vere ......+... A Sprig of Nobility ) 
Bertie Fitzalan........ A Chip o avery old Block j Clerks. 
an 


General Public....+... A Battle-worn Veteran. 
(Messengers, Clerks, etc.) 


(Curtain rises, and discovers Algy and Bertie wasting the public 
time a the public's expense.) 


Algy.—* I say, you know, there'll be an awful row about that 
tin soup we sent out. My uncle says there’s bound to be an 
inquiry. Nothing but an inquiry will satisfy the public.” 

ertie—" Ah, anything for a quiet life. If an inquiry will 
satisfy the public let them have it. All I can say is they must be 
easily satisfied. Can’t for the life of me see what there is to make 
@ fuss about.” 

Algy.—‘I don’t know. My brother Jim, who’s out there, says 
the stuff was enough to knock you down.” 

Bertie.—‘‘ A ‘ pick-me-up’ in that case ought to have put 
matters right again. But, seriously, how the deuce were we to 
know ? They don’t expect us to sample all the food that goes out, 
I suppose. But what was I saying——”’ 

Algy.—* You were saying that the little dancer at the 
Frivolity-———”’ 

Bertie. —‘ Well, she’s ripping—simply ripping. You should—— 
Ob, I say, dash it all, here comes that fool Muddel with that stupid 
ass Holdun.”’ 


(Enter Hoidun and; Muddel.) 


Lord Holdun.—I don’t know how it is, Muddel, but things 
seem to be turning out badly.” 

Muddel,—** What’s wrong now?” 

Lord H.—*‘ Why, I hear to-day that the tinned soup we sent out 
is corked, or blown, or something. 

Muddel.—‘t Impossible my dear lord, quite impossible! How 
could it be, you know—it was guaranteed by the contractor, wasn’t 
it, De Vere?” 

De Vere.—* Yes, sir.” 

Muddel,—* And passed by your examiner, eh, Fitzalan?’’ 

Fitzalan.—* Certainly, sir.” 

Lord H.—*“ Well, I only know what I am told. Here’s the 
letter. ‘My lord,—-I have the honour to announce that the tinned 
soup supplied by Messrs. Blank proved to be of an explosive and 
evil-smelling character. Half was so far gone that we buried it on 
arrival. The remainder we shall use for shelling Pretoria, as, in 
my opinion, it is infinitely more destructive than lyddite.—I am, 
my lord, your obedient servant, Bobs.’ ” 

Muddel.—"* Oh, you mustn't take any notice of what he says. 
Why, he'd say anything. Sort of man who expects his soldiers to 
have frills on their cutlets! Always complaining, Bobs is. Why, 
he says the boots——”’ 

Lord H.—*' Yes, I know; there’s another thing. He says they 
are made of brown paper.’’ 

Muddel.—** Why the idea's absurd. Bless your heart, they were 
all examined, weren't they, Fitzalan ?” 

Fitzalan.—‘ They were, sir. Dawdle and Potter went over them 
together.” 

Muddel.—‘‘ Just so. Dawdle and Potter, two of our most trusted 
=. Why, Potter has been in the service since the Crimean 

ar! ’” 

De Vere.—“ Waterloo, I think, sir! ”’ 

Muddel.—*' To be sure, to be sure! ”’ 

Holdun.—* He must be getting on in years!’ 

Muddel.—“ True, but an excellent public servant, excellent. He 
cannot see very well, poor fellow, and he’s a little hard of hearing, 
— he forgets things, but a most painstaking and trustworthy 
ellow.” 

Foldun.— And Dawdle ?" 

Muddel.—“ A relative of ——”’ (whispers). 

Holdun.—“ Indeed ! How came he to——” 

Muddel.—“ His people I believe intended him for the Church, but 
he hadn’t enough push, so we tried him. He's a little stupid and 
inclined to be slow, but 1 don’t think Dawdle would take brown 
paper for leather, 1 don't, inde 





Holdun.—“ Well, all I know is, it’s beastly unpleasant for me, 
There’s that “‘ bad hay’’ business, you know.” 

Muddel.—“‘ True—that was bad—but such a respectful firm, Dash 
and Asterisk.” 

Holdun.—“ But I thought it was Diddle, of Diddle and Doem?” 

Muddel.—“ So it was. You see it was like this. I knew Diddle 
well. Diddle and Doem contracted for us for years.” 

Holdun.—* And were struck off the list for something.” 

Muddel.—“* They were. Well, shortly afterwards, Diddle came 
up to the office. ‘Ah, Mr. Diddle!’ Isaid. ‘ You’re mistaken,’ 
says Diddle; ‘I’m Dash, of Dash and Asterisk.’”’ 

Holdun.— But it was Diddle, of course.” 

Muddel.—“ Of course, it was. But how wasItoknow? He said 
he was Dash, and I had to take his word for it.”’ 

Holdun.—“ Of course. You couldn’t be so rude—— 

Muddel.—* Of course not. And now he turns out to have been 
Diddle all the time, trading under another name. That sort of 
thing would puzzle any one, wouldn’t it ?”’ 

Holdun.—* Of course, it would. And you didn’t know Dash, I 
suppose ? ”’ 

Muddel.—** I knew Dash well. He was a tall thin man, with 
dark hair and grey eyes. Diddle is a short fat man, with red hair 
and blue eyes. At first sight the likeness was extraordinary—would 
have deceived anyone. Besides, the man distinctly said he was 
Dash—and I couldn’t give him the lie direct, could 1?” 

Holdun.— Certainly not !”’ 


9 


(Enter Messenger.) 
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Messenger.—‘' General Public wishes to see you, sir ! 
Muddel.—‘‘ Say I’m out—confound it—tell him I’m busy—at 
lunch—stay! perhaps Mr. De Vere and Mr. Fitzalan will see him. 
Ask him to wait. (Hzit Messenger.) You fellows might go down 
and pacify him, Give him some papers to fill up—dozens of 
papers !”’ 
(Exit Fitzalan and De Vere.) 


Holdun.—‘‘ Who is the gentleman ? ”’ 

Muddel.—“‘ Haven’t you met him. That man’ll be the death of 
me. Comes here at all hours, and asks all sorts of silly questions in 
the most violent manner. Listen! There he is!” 

Voice (off).—‘‘ But I will see him—I’ll see him, if I have to wait 
here all day—dash—blank——-  — * * * ss 

Muddel.—‘ There, that’s the sort of thing I have to listen to. 
But here he comes.” 

Voice.—** I tell you I know the room—and I know he’s in!”’ 


(Enter General Public.) 


Muddel,—** My dear General, I am delighted to see you. Let me 
introduce you to Lord Holdun. Lord Holdun, General Public!” 

General Public.— Well, sir, Lord Holdun shall be my witness. 
I run into my own office, and my servants, who are paid with my 
money, are denied to me. I’ll——dash me——I’ll * * * 
7 * *-?) 

Muddel.-—‘' Really, my dear sir, really !” 

General Public.—‘ Yes, sir, really, here’s this letter, sir, from a 
friend of mine at the front, as brave and gallant a fellow as 
ever stepped. Worth a dozenof you overpaid and overfed Jacks- 
in-office, sir!” 

Muddel.—‘‘ I can quite believe, my dear General ~ 

General Public.— Quite believe a fiddlestick! Listen to what 
my friend says: ‘ Dear General,—I—er—er— that old fool Hold— 
um—’ah, here it is! ‘ Last night the Boers opened a furious 
cannonade, and the noise must have startled our commissariat, for 
the whole of our stock of salt beef stampeded!’’ There, sir, you 
hear that.” 

Muddel.— But, my dear General, if we were to notice every idle 
rumour——”’ 

General Public.— Idle rumour be * * *——* * * ed! Confound 
your impudence, sir, this letter is from my friend Buller! ”’ 

Muddel.—‘‘ But he doesn’t say that the beef got away—perhaps 
it was stopped !”’ 

General Public._—* From what I can understand, sir, that beef 
was so lively nothing could stop it.” 

Muddel.—* Well, perhaps it will come back. I daresay it will 
return in a day or two.” 

General Public.—* Come back! Return! And that’s how you look 
at the matter, is it? My view is, that the person who sold that 
beef should be shot, and that the person who ‘ passed’ that beef 
should be boiled, and that person who appointed the person who 
‘passed ’ that beef should be flayed alive! ” 

Muddel.—** My dear General!” 

General Public.--“ Don’t ‘dearme,’ sir! I shall ask the Govern- 
ment a civil (service) q lestion, sir, and if I don’t get a satisfactory 











| 
ne 





goin 
inqt 














| 








Oo 


APRIL 3, 1900. 


FUN. 





111 








— eine 


Holdun.—“ I believe the Government will appoint a Royal Com- 
mission.” 

General Public.—* RoyalCommission be * * * * — eq!” 

Muddel.—“ 1 must really ask you to use a little better language.” 

General Public.—*‘ Atraid I shall corrupt the morals of the office, 
eh? Pretty fine morals they must be, too. I'll tell you what Iam 
going to do. I’m going to see my friend Fun, and ask him to 
inquire——””’ : 

Muddel.—“ Not that. Anything but that!” 

(Exit General Public slamming the door violently.) 
Muddel and Holdun.—‘‘ We are undone.”’ 


(They fall into each.otier’s arms.) 
(Curran. ] 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


CrassIcaAL comedy has returned to the Haymarket, which in the 
early Victorian days was its constant associate. Sheridan’s Rivals 
can hardly be said to be in accord with modern developments, still 
the theme*is natural, and will endure for all time whatever be the 
prevailing fashion. Mr. Frederick Harrison’s Faulkland appeared 
to lean to the side of youth, and the Jack Absolute of Mr. Paul 
Arthur was nicely balanced. Mr. Cyril Maude displays an 
inordinate stock of energy in the part of Bob Acres. Mr. Sydney 
Valentine’s impersonation of Sir Anthony is remarkably good. 
Lydia Languish has an excellent exponent in Miss Winifred 
Emery, and Miss Lily Hanbury’s Julia is a distinct contrast. The 
drollery of Mrs. Malaprop was well represented by Mrs. Charles 
Calvert, and Miss Beatrice Ferrar’s Lucy seemed faultless. Those 
of an antiquarian turn of mind in the matter of histrionics will 
enjoy this Sheridanian revival. 


Mr. Walter Frith’s play, The Man of Forty, at St. James’s 
Theatre is another opportunity for Mr. George Alexander to appear 
as the middle-aged, rapturous lover, whom he has agreeably imper- 
sonated in several previous plays—such as Zhe Princess and the 
Butterfly, The Ambassador, etc. He looks well, speaks well, and 
caresses well in this capacity. We fail to see why a man of 
forty should be supposed to have abandoned the promptings 
of early youth. On the contrary, modern mothers are of 
opinion that a man of forty has only then obtained a posi- 
tion and a competence wherewith to maintain their daughter 
and look askance at the presumptions of younger men. The 
plot is simple. Fanshawe, M.P., a man of forty, a widower 
with one pretty daughter, whom he somewhat neglects, is 
enamoured of Mrs. Egerton, a widow supposed to be, in reality a 
deserted wife. The latter’s husband has fascinated Fanshawe’s 
daughter into accepting him fora suitor. He makes an unholy 
compact with his wife upon mutual terms, that of tacitly 
acquiescing in each other’s proposed marriage. Her resolution 
breaks down, and she reveals the true position to Fanshawe. A 
struggle between the two men proves too much for Egerton’s 
heart’s function, and he expires. The parties are now free from 
disagreeable complications. Miss Fay Davies acts with tenderness 
and delicacy as the daughter. Miss Julie Opp plays the part of 
Mrs. Egerton with energy and feeling. The other subsidiary 
characters were represented by Miss Granville, Mr. Aubrey Smith, 
Miss Carlotta Addison, Mrs. Maesmore Norris, Miss Esmé 
Beringer, and Mr. H. B. Irving, with a nice appreciation of the 
importance of their several parts. The play was well received, and 
affords considerable promise of further stage contributions from 
Mr. Walter Frith. 


The Shaftesbury Theatre has put on Society’s Verdict for 
approval. The audience declined to take the matter seriously upon 
the occasion of the first performance, and the verdict was by no 
means favourable for the author, whose leading theme is that of one 
of those unfortunate individuals who is ever perpetrating the wrong 
thing and incurring the unjust and unmerited suspicion of his 
fellows. The artistes’ strenuous efforts to maintain pretensions for 
recognition were for the most part fruitless, so totally empty of 
anything naturally interesting is there in Society’s Verdict. 


Mr. Chevalier’s recitals are always attractive, owing to the 
leavening of the conventional Chevalierism with features of diver- 
sive embellishment. One heartily enjoys Mr. Chevalier’s take-off 
of the diplomatic Curate, who just now is lecturing on medieval 
poetry, with the aid of copious quotations from ‘‘ Taffy was a 
Welshman ”’; his song, ‘‘My Old Dutch,” redolent in sentiment 
and skilfully rendered; and his sketch of an incorrigible pessi- 
mist, not infrequently met with amongst the nobility and gentry 
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‘ Wot’s the good o’ anyfink? Why, nuffink!” A musical prodigy, 
Raimund Pechotsch, 13 years of age, is marvellously proficient 
with the violin, playing Musin’s Mazurka and Chopin’s Nocture 
with éclat and expression respectively. Signorina Carozzi and Mr. 
A. H. West contribute the bulk of the music in a style that indi- 
cates diligent application. The entire performance is always 
pleasing. 

The Bohemian concert given by the Council of the Institute of 
Printers and Kindred Trades on Wednesday evening last, at the St. 
Bride’s Foundation, was a great success. The artistes included the 
Harrow District Orchestra, ably conducted by Mr. R. H. Tickle; 
Messrs. C. J. Parkinson, Francis Walton, H. Bullen-Sanders, J. 
Burrowes, and Albert Ball, who delighted a large audience with 
their singing ; and Messrs. J. Burrowes and G. E. Blackburn, who 
contributed solos on the mandoline and zither banjo respectively. 
Mr. R. H. Tickle presided at the piano. Great credit is due to the 
hon. secretaries, Messrs. W. M. Hilton and W. H. Burchell, for the 
admirable way in which they saw to the comfort of their guests. 

















“Punch, Brothers, Punch!” 


A 'Bus conductor, off the job, 
Stood up before the beak 

For striking a passenger on the knob, 
And his defence seemed weak. 


The prosecution’s counsel then 
Made his remarks at length, 

And, with much legal acumen, 
Made points of stunning strength, 


‘* Behold my client’s face, me lud! 
No aggravation’s there, 

That face would be, upo’ me wud, 
A passport anywhere.” 


‘«"E’s right, yer Honour!” prisoner 
said ; 
‘* Wiv counsel I agree 
It was a passport, strike me dead, 
That's w’y I punched it, see?” 


















































“The Boer papers say that the Federals are losing very few men 
in battle, most of their losses being from disease.” 


‘* Of course —they’re suffering from Leyds’ (lead) poisoning.” 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s” WAsHERWoMAN. 


Oxp Kruger ’as ‘‘ annexed” the Free 
State. That’s makin’ “free,” if you 
like ; if ’e ain’t kareful a loonatic asilum 
will annex ’im, for ’e must be goin’ fair 
| ‘dotty.” ’E ses ’e’s goin’ “to fight to 
the last’’; it boots little wether 'e does 
or not, the result will be the same. 

I think the Delagoa Bay questshun is 
very unsatisfactory; it appears that 
furrin recruits an’ amunishun are still 
bein’ landed to ’elp the Boers. Ofcourse, 
the Portugeesers don’t know nothink 
|  aboutit: “ Therearenoneso blindas those 

who won’t see.” Portugal is supposed 
| to be our ally, but it almost seems to be 
| a lie on the face of affairs. 

Wot I may call the “contractor 
scandal” is goin’ to be thrashed out by | 
a Parliamentary Kommittee, an’ quite 
right. I s’pose it’s a good deal a 
questshun of £s.d. I ’xpect the War 
Office gin’rally accepts the lowest tender, 
wich is hard on our Tommies. A 
man who is willin’ to give up ’is life 
for ’is country ort to ’ave ’is outside, an’ | _ 
’is inside, an’ all ’is surroundin’s well 
seen to. 

More trubble ’as broke out in China, 7 
an’ I reads that the Powers are goin’ to 
take ‘“‘ concerted action,” wich sounds 
musikal, so we shall proberbly “ ’ear the 
band play,” and the Chinese tom-tom 
will be, so to say, nowhere. The Empress- 
Dowager seems to be a vicious old party; 
she’s allus at some mischief or othur. 

Long may the Alexandra Trust 
Restaurants flourish! An’ long may 
that dear lady, the Princess of Wales 
live! You can’t call fourpence-’apenny for 
a good dinner ’x-pence-ive, but don’t run 
away with the notionthat you can get 
‘* trust ’’ becaws of the name of the 
skeme. You puts your cash down, an’ 
then you puts a good dinner down, an’ 
if that don’t satisfy you, see wot you can 
get at the ‘‘ Cri. ’’ for the same money. 

All publicans wot refuse to serve 
soldiers in uniform is to be reported. 
Well done, Lord Lansdowne! A soldier 
’as as much right to be served as any 
other man—bar none! It’s a ’onner, 
VERY NECESSARY PRECAUTIONS. | not a disgrace, to wear the Queen's 
: ' ; | . ’ y rin 
Bi ‘‘Good heavens, Jonks! What's the meaning of this extraordinary rig out? Have ounaut di eaanedon Pe jest oil 


i es See & Tose epews | generous-lookin’ about the waist. Why, 


f t, 7’ " hai ‘Sto far? ting to-night.” | g@in’t ‘er Majesty goin’ to Ireland 
“No, I’m taking the chair at a ‘Stop the War meeting to-nigh | principally to show ’er admirashun for ’er 


brave Irish soldiers? Huroo! an’ bad 
4 cess to all our enemies ! 
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| DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


i OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
} CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
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- - SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. | 

” 0 GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

- - TAN GLOSS, or 

- - BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 











